750% %s, 


— ͤ y,'.. . — 
—— — 


TORMENTIN S. : 


SECOND EDITION. 
E Non potes in Nugas dicere plura meas, 
BY Tn T16/e Ego quam dixi. 
— — —— n nn noommomommm— 
BATH; PRINTED BY R. CRUTTWELL, 


MDCC LXXXI. 


5 
** 


— — — 


2 Ra ———ů 0 her = WIN 


_ — 


R 


. * 


— — 


" $41 


DDD DDD 


For the Vaſe at Bath- Eaſton. 
SUV 4 1 E C * 


FUN; or, The Modern Art of Tormenting. 


How lucky is MII I ER, a ſubject to chuſe 

So ſuiting the pen of a Bath-Eafton Muſe! 

A theme ſo inviting muſt ſoon fill her Ya/e; 

When we write upon teazing, we plead our own caule. 

We feel it in practice each day of aur lives, | 

For the fun of tormenting amazingly thrives. 

No Friendſhip ſo priz'd, no Connection ſo dear, 

No Dependant too mean, no Relation too near, 

But at times will be ſubje& Wit's gantlet to run, 

And be pierc'd, through and through, by the Arrows of Pun. 
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Small torments on ſtrangers we kindly impart, 


But at home lies the joy and fineſſe of the Art; 


Were haply, we all have the means to contrive it, 


On ſome meek dependant we conſtantly drive it, 


We maſter, and miſtreſs, and huſband and wive it.— 


The man who this courſe will ſteadily run, 


May want a good heart, but can never want fun.— 


E'en MI EIER, the Prieſteſs of theſe Auer N 
Tho' Candour preſides, and good-humour invites, 
Tho' with eaſe ſhe can practiſe each duty of life, 
To be wiſh'd in a daughter, or mother, or wife. 
Yet fun is her object; elſe why this proceeding, 
To coax the Bath Beaux into writing and reading ? 
Elſe calmly why fit, and enjoy all the pains, 
Which the ſelf- tortur d Poet impatient ſuſtains, 
When the Vaſe has brought forth the ſtarv'd brat of his 
brains? al Fan aer | 


This mode of ind may ſuit the Inviter, 
But, beliree wwe, no den to the Reader or Writer. 
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In the treat of To- day, we all have our ſhare, 


Our diverſion to hope, or our torment to bear: 

The Man of Amuſement with eaſe bears the brunt, 
And, guilthſr of ſeribbling, ſtands boldly in front; 
Whilſt the Bard, /ow in feather, ſits quaking with fear, 
Or fidgeting ſneaks to the little room near; 

That happy aſylum, by MrL LER decreed, 


For all who can write, and for all who cant read! 


In Barn, where our torments are none of the leaſt, 
The Lover of Fun may be ſure of a feaſt; 
If rival inviters, from wit, chance, or ſpite, 


Or a true taſte for teazing, ſhould fix the ſame night; 


Should GRENVILLE's be cards, and MACARTNEY's a ball, 


Tis eaſily gueſs'd, where ſome torment would fall; 
But who has moſt fun can't with eaſe be defin'd, 


When the teaz'd and the teazer are both of a mind. 


But a truce to all tiffing, —tis become a diſgrace, 
And to bear and forbear ſeems the fun of the place; 


Let 
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Let us follow that lead, let us drop all our qa 
And kiſs, and be friends, like —— ad 


Reconcilements like theſe convincingly prove, 
That foes have 0 hatred, and friends have no love. 
O Ladies! how eaſy reſentment to ſtifle, 

When trifles are quarrels, and __ a rige! 


More laſting the torment, more wiſling the cauſe, 
Which ſubjects us to Dawson's fantaſtical laws : 
His importance to raiſe, and to lower us all, 

When the tyrant ſtalks up in the midſt of the Ball, 
Shall our beſt belov'd ſport break off in the middle, | f 
Like the Hudibraſs fun of the bear and the fiddle? 1 
When the Mufic's awake, and a freſh dance begun, 

Shall he, and his galloping watch, end our fun ? 
Preſumption too ſaucy! Let 's tear em in pieces, 
Both Dawson, and Tysox, Zhoſe torments of Miſſes. 
AndW any new tyrant his watch Fun begins, 

Let us pelt him with cuſhions, and ſtab him with pins : 


Not fo, ſays the Chaperon, —conventent creature, 


That compound of patience, of gapes, and good-nature ; 


(7) 

She chuckles, and bleſſes ſuch dear feeling men, 

For the fun of the chicken is death to the hen J 

Poor pains-taking Bird | though up late and early 
Scratching fun for the brood, —gets none of the barley. 
—Should the Beau too rejoice, when the watch is held UP, 


Don't grudge him his moment—to {ſleep and to ſup, 
Convinc'd by his looks, when the laſt dance is done, 
That the fag'd-about creature pays dear for his fun. 
In peace let him nod, —he has no time to dream. — 
The firſt Miſs he ſets eyes on begins the old theme, 
Gad bleſs ye, good creature, do make up our fet:? 
(For the woman not. courts, and the man's the coquet) 
And if Beax ſhould prove coy, or Belles ſhould be ſhy, 
The half- form'd Cotillon muſt ficken and die. 


One torment remains, but the Muſe treads with caution, 
She walks upon eggs, and dreads every motion; 
Much ſafer ſhe deems it, hie well, to give out, 
Than venture one ſneer at the friended—Bath 'Rout ; 
But Doctors do ſay, and La-Cour does proteſt, 


(ne all Doctors the 3 of all Friends the beſt) 
| | That 


In London breeds bile, but in Bath is abſurd. 
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That this practice alone is the Phyſical cauſe 

Of our ſpleen, and our ſcandal, and petites hiftoires; 
Says He, when you meet in the Rooms, they're ſo large, 
The vapour of Scandal has ſpace to diſcharge, 

But in atmoſphere foul, or in ſmall rooms confin'd, 
It ſettles, and ſtagnates, and preys on the mind. 

And if once in the body ill-humours are pent, 

On foe, or on friend, they will find a vent. 


Your over-cramm'd Rout (take the good Doctor's word) 


Few Ladies have houſes like MELBURNE's or HoBAR . 


So they ſqueeze all their friends into clhſets and cupboards. 


O happy refinement! by females deſign'd 


To plague all they know, yet ftill to ſeem kind. 


In the rage of tormenting, our Kings let us ſpare, 


Who of teazers, and teazings, have more than their ſhare; 


And, believe me, twould puzzle both Kings to relate 


The torments eternal in their Brenzford ſtate, 
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